I'm in mismatched flannel making tea in the kitchen, When I feel you behind me I'm afraid to turn around, You'll know I've been thinking of you. My secrets are written on the tips of my eyelashes, Behind the twitch of my mouth, Between the shake of my hands as I grip my tea cup. But this is a dream So the look I find in your eyes is curious and calm, You move toward me with purpose Wearing a half-amused smile, Which says of course you've been waiting to get to me, An Old Song I discovered your secret alongside The harmonica in Dylan's shirt pocket. It clung to the memory of the last note Of a beautiful song. So it's true, you were destined: The women you'd love, The cities you'd court, The films that would change you, The game that would shape you, The scenes of people, songs, and stories That would inspire you. Foretold in Dylan's late-night scratching's One hand tangled in his curly hair, In his boxers, with a cigarette in his mouth, And a beautiful girl in his bed He penned reflections of you. Every blow and strum, sounds and words Of a language I could hope to learn Between chords I closed my eyes, And saw a movie About a boy who grows up To whisper "thank you" to the darkness Of his room, while listening to an old song. A song Dylan often sung to himself, Which followed the years up the road, And made its way to you.
Poems by: Britany Golden
We sat in the hotel room around the circular table, with two massive bottles of vodka and rum staring back at us. I was surprised at how normal this felt; back home, I would have over-analyzed everything. If there was a string of circumstances that would lead to my discovery, I would have known about it and taken steps to prevent it. There was no way in hell that I was going to get caught up again, especially not now when I have too much at stake. There is always a paranoia that shows its face, even after I've chewed gum and concentrated really hard on acting normal around mom and dad despite the fact that my head is spinning. Not here though, I felt relaxed.
I like to believe that it felt normal because it probably meant that I've grown numb to lying to my family (although I still can't decide if this is a good or bad thing). But it was probably the fact that I was on the other side of California. It's not like they could have threatened me with the usual "Hey asshole, you better find a nice street corner to sleep on, because it's past midnight and we're not going to stay up to open the door until you feel like coming home!" If they did, I would respond by saying "Ok, I'll be there in eight hours" How absurd would that be?
So we began. We each took shots out of the bottle caps for pragmatic reasons. I went for the vodka first: The acrid sensation burned my mouth and nose. I really saw no difference between the taste of vodka and the smell of rubbing alcohol. The words of Elmer from high school replayed in my mind: "Whatever gets you high foo!" Indeed.
I went for the rum next. By this time, my taste buds cringed in agony at the torture I was forcing them to endure. My throat was burning in rejection of the foul substance, and my eyes watered. Sure, the vodka burned about the same, but at least it didn't have the pungent aftertaste that the rum had. I guess this is where the aesthetic of hard drinking lies. It's all very macho. It's about enduring just to prove to yourself and your friends how tough you are.
Consciousness?
After swallowing my first mini-shot of rum, I let out a yell and slammed the cap on the table. I had learned from movies that this was proper hard-liquor-drinking etiquette. Stein stopped us and said "Let's play a drinking game!" We looked at our surroundings for ideas. We didn't have a deck of cards, so King's Cup was out. The hotel only stocked the rooms with about four cups, so Vodka/Rum Pong and Flip Cup were out. Our lack of imagination and materials forced me to say this: "Let's just play rock-paper-scissors and whoever loses has to take a shot of whatever the winner tells him to!" Rock-paper-scissors was perfect for our situation. "Punk as Fuck" was starting in thirty minutes. Now, we had a knack for arriving at places fashionably late, but complex drinking games like King's Cup and Vodka/Rum Pong would be too time consuming, which would increase the chance that we would simply get too inebriated and not show up to the show at all. Rock-Paper-Scissors was a quick and easy way to get real shit-faced real quick.
We decided that our opponents would be the person to our clockwise-left. This pitted me against Moral and Stein against John. Our sadistic strategy was that we would make the loser drink the liquor that he hated most. I kept losing to Moral, and I was forced to drink multiple shots of rum. Then out of the blue, Moral came up with a rule: "If you spill any booze, you have to take another shot!" I took this as a personal attack because he said this after I over-filled the cap with vodka and spilled it on my jeans while I was transporting it to my lips. They all started laughing at me and I gave Moral a hateful look as I took another shot of rum.
After too many mini-shots or liquor, our stomachs felt warm and our heads were beginning to spin. We spent thirty more minutes in the hotel just dancing and dropping freestyles to a trip-hop instrumental playing from John's phone. It's amazing how chemicals improve your improvisational abilities.
We stumbled out of the hotel room and locked the door. As I slowly-but-surely felt my consciousness begin to abandon me, I put my wallet in the interior pocket of my windbreaker as a way to protect it from myself. It was 10:30 and it began to rain, reminding us of the dreaded Frisco chill. A bunch of Angelinos weren't used to this kind of weather. Luckily, our multiple jackets and inebriation provided much warmth.
As we trekked through the city in search of "Punk as Fuck", my consciousness was further leaving me. My body was completely numb and I had to focus just to keep my head upright. My vision was getting more and more blurred. I was surprised that I still had control of my basic motor functions. It seemed that my body was being possessed by an unknown force, and I was just a prisoner being forced to watch myself.
At an intersection, Stein pointed at a man standing across the street and said "I'm gonna ask that guy to buy us beer!" I crossed the street to wait for them while Stein put his silver tongue to use. They walked over to me with smiles, signaling to me the success of Stein's persuasion. Our new friend's name was Mark and he led us to the closest liquor store. He inquired as to why we were in Frisco all the way from LA, and John told him a completely made-up anecdote that we reinforced: "Some foo who lives in Lennox stole our money, so we stabbed him! We're out here hiding from the feds!" I laughed at Mark's gullibility. We reached the liquor store and Mark came out with nine tall cans: two for each of us and one for himself. I was going to be forty-eight ounces drunker. We allowed Mark to keep the change as an act of gratitude for his philanthropy and departed from him.
As we further trekked through the city, John cursed at people driving by, Stein caught a few spots, and I got pummeled by the fists of my friends, the latter being the result of a previous drinking game that involved punching out whoever would stop to urinate.
When we finally arrived at "Punk as Fuck", the bouncers forbade us from entering with the tall cans in our hands. He suggested that we go around the corner to finish our beverages, because the venue's outdoor cameras had a blind spot that could be exploited there. We followed suit and returned to the door, where the bouncer asked for ID. He denied us entry, being that we were all under 21. He then began to direct us to a party that was happening several blocks away (Frisco was obviously full of philanthropists). Suddenly, John's anti-authority attitudes became more pronounced as he continued to curse at the bouncer. "What the fuck man, what kind of bar denies entry to underage people?" "Every fuckin bar in America!" John was unable to accept this basic logic and yelled "You know what man? You're just a little BITCH!" This must have hit a soft spot, as the bouncer began to violently push us. "Getthefuckouttahere!"
After . .my phone read 2:00 AM, and we kept walking the freezing streets. I was cold, drunk, and miserable. And John was nowhere to be found. Moral and I followed Stein who was leading us with his phone navigation app. His navigation was a bit flawed, as we often had to walk the opposite way. . . . . . "Whaddup" he said. "John! Where are you?" "I'm in the hotel bro!" "Ok, we'll be there in a bit." . . .
. . . Moral said. "Man we're never gonna find the hotel!" . . . . . . by this time I was feeling rather depressed, and thought that we would have to find an alley somewhere to sleep in the twentydegree weather . . .
. . .we asked a young man "Do you know where the Knob Hill Inn is?" "Oh yeah, it's just over there." We walked through the parking lot and . . . . . .Stein opened the door, and I saw John comfortably sprawled on the bed. I walked over to the cabinet and got my blanket. I took off my shoes and . . . I awoke the next morning to loud music. I quickly sat up and realized that I had fallen asleep on the floor of the room with the blanket wrapped around me. The grey sunlight poured through the windows and I surveyed the room. I was the last to wake up and Moral, John and Stein all began to laugh at me. My head and stomach felt horrible. I went to the bathroom to look at my reflection. "So this is a hangover huh?" I said to myself. "Never again…." -Benjamin Reveles 
Untitled
The flight from America to Belfast, Northern Ireland took off on September 11, 2001. Cocktails flowed and gaiety filtered through the plane. As I disembarked in London all of the televisions were replaying the scenes in New York. It was as though the world had changed while I transversed the globe.
Roughly two years later, I sit at a bus stop on the Ormeau Road in Belfast between a bakery and a Presbyterian church. I am staring in admiration at my new boots from Primark and reflecting on my September 11th experience. The BBC reported over tea this morning that my country, the United States, had decided to invade Iraq. I had spent my time since 2001 as a PhD student at Queen's University studying international conflict and it appears that my country is now going to be right in the middle of much of it. It was a bad move. Iraq was an ethnic conflict held at bay by madman with little real interest in Al Qaeda. I knew it would just inflame jihad across the region.
Two ladies of a certain age dander up to the bus stop and begin to whisper in their Irish lilt. Evidently, one of their nieces had been in New York at the time and God bless 'em they had made it out. The ladies also believed the world apparently had taken leave of all its senses. 'Cause according to them the war in Iraq was over oil, much like the war in Ireland was over drugs, be it paramilitaries or heads of state. The bus pulls up and the bus driver opens the door and helps the ladies with their trollies.
Two twenty-something girls take the seats the older ladies had vacated. They have sat for less than a minute when the invasion of Iraq comes up. One of the girls leans over and says, "Sure what makes America so special we've had terrorism in this country for years." A lady appears from the charity shop across the road and yells over to the girls that the shop just got some new stuff in from TopShop. If they help her Two twenty-something girls take the seats the older ladies had vacated. They have sat for less than a minute when the invasion of Iraq comes up. One of the girls leans over and says, "Sure what makes America so special we've had terrorism in this country for years." A lady appears from the charity shop across the road and yells over to the girls that the shop just got some new stuff in from TopShop. If they help her she'll let them keep a piece of clothing. They both disappear into the charity shop.
I lean down confused, angered, and grateful that my new boots are protecting my legs from the Baltic winds that sweap through Belfast. The focus on my boots shift as eight school children in their black, grey and white uniforms join me at the bus stop. I am jolted from my thoughts by a fourteen year-old boy, "Swear to God like, next thing ya know you'll see the Americans rolling down the streets here in tanks." "Aye we can change our names to Snoop Dogg and pledge allegiance to rap," giggles another kid.
"Aye, yer right and we can get us a couple of those pimped out rides, they're as big as me ma's caravan in Millisle." A ginger haired girl passes around a packet of pickled onion crisps. My bus into town is headed towards me as I lean into the crowd of kids. In my loudest and most stereotypically Texan voice I say, "Do you have the TIIIME, ya all?" The crowd of students freeze.
One of the kids stutters, "Uuuh, half past eight." "Why thanks!" I grin. I stand on my boots and walk to the bus. I only turn around when I am onboard and see the rest of the kids poking fun and laughing at the two kids that were talking about America. My cellphone rings and written across the screen is my brother's name, with an Iraqi country code. In the background, just behind him and his new wife, stands the place where they made love or sex for the first time, grappling each other nervously, as if fighting some fresh beast they'd never seen or heard about. The Plaza Hotel: where she took a long hot bath and scrubbed herself red because her mother said men like a woman who smells clean, where she dried and brushed her dark brown hair until it fell just right below her back all neatly for him, for he who would take what she'd been guarding ever since she knew she had it.
It is morning and both of them are smiling, looking at the camera as though it were a funny aunt or a giggling baby. With his mustache and his hair combed back, my father stands in his new shoes, light pants and creased up shirt knowing that he'd want to put this picture in a giant frame or at least beside his bed to see each dawn, work on the horizon.
He is twenty two, likes the way his wife's name, Elizabeth, rolls off the tongue and onto his lips. Likes that she is already trying to speak English and the way her words come out half pretty and half ugly like moths rushing out of her throat. I want to leave them there like that, as steady as they look inside that faded picture. I want to see what lives can have before the roots get dry or quitted from them. There, behind frame and glass, they are happy and in a few months they'll be down in Baja on some beach, me in her belly and he singing to her about food or family or love -that thing that passes by in such a hurry, like an inattentive tourist looking for a better place to see, as if there were such a place to go.
I read them to discover who had three wives, a lover, never married, lived alone. Who knitted, safaried, raced cars, bred peonies-then spent a summer topless, with other women, building cabins in Alaska.
Who served in the war, the Peace Corps, the merchant marine. Or studied Meister Eckhart, flew to Khartoum, walked to Machu Picchu.
An entire life distilled in a few column incheslisting kinfolk, in-laws, the preceded, the survived.
Just a teen, an only child, a newborn, a newlywed. From complications, too soon, unexpectedly, in an accident.
Interred, cremated, buried at sea, released to the sky. In lieu of flowers, remembrances to, memorial reception at.
And always the photograph in a floppy hat or sombrero, black cocktail dress or business suit, uniform or short sleevesIn that last shot, never a thought of death, your face radiant as you gaze into our eyes.
Poems By: Kyle Moreno
Obituaries
The ride home made the night travel faster as Sofia looked out the window of her father's car. The trees seemed to her strange creatures with their many limbs poking the dark sky, and the houses as faces staring directly towards her and following her as her father drove past them. Her mother still kept close to her-from the moment she was taken to the hospital and after the police had finished questioning her. The mother grabbed her cold hands, looked at her, but she was only able to see the back of her head. She tried not to wonder what her daughter was thinking. The thought of it just seems too unworldly, but then she realized that it's inevitable not to think about it. Still Sofia's eyes continued to look out the window while her mind remained locked in that moment of moaning and movement that resembles not the act of starting life but rather the end of it.
It was some minutes past midnight when they pulled up the driveway, but in Sofia's eyes, the night seemed darker and colder. The dad shut off the ignition, but neither he nor the mother did any attempt to get out the car. They both looked at the girl, and when the mother saw that she also didn't made any attempt to step out of the car, she finally spoke to her for the first time in the thirty-minute drive home. "You ready, honey?" Without any sound, Sofia slowly took a step out the car and started walking towards the front door. The mother immediately followed and spoke to her husband for the first time as well. "Open the door."
He rushed to open the front door and moved aside so that Sofia would be the first one in. She walked in slowly, looked around, but couldn't see any familiarity in the house. The walls seemed to be of different color, not dark like the night outside but rather colorless. The walls have always been white, and even white, she remembered, had been a color. But at that moment, the walls seemed blank, idle, as if they knew they were being watched and thus pretended to be blank and idle, just waiting to spurt out at any moment. Sofia sat down on the couch, and immediately felt the weight of her mother and father next to her. No one spoke for a while, and to the surprise of the parents, Sofia said the first words in a soft, trembling voice. "I don't know what I'm going to do." "You don't have to do anything right now." She looked at her husband for reaffirmation: "right?" "Yes, you don't have to do anything."
But Time is God
He had spoken very little since he heard the news. There is nothing that he could say to make his daughter feel better. He couldn't think of anything. His mind felt heavy from thoughts that kept coming and never leaving. He simply couldn't understand why, and didn't seem to understand that it is human nature to ask and sometimes never receive an answer, but he kept trying anyway. He kept filling his mind with those same thoughts-all the quieter more and more. His wife waited for a little while to see if he was going to say something else, and when he didn't, she turned her attention to Sofia once again. "Don't think of anything right now. Don't worry about school. I'll send somebody to pick up your stuff." "I don't care about my stuff. I-I just don't know what to do." "It's alright. You can tell us anything." "I don't know what's-. What if-" Sofia begins to sob, and for the first time in front of her, her mother too. Sofia's father walked into the kitchen and came back with a box of tissue paper. He knew exactly what was on her mind. He had been thinking of the same thing. "Why me?" "I don't know," He said almost whispering, as if answering that question for himself. Truly he did not know, and wished he knew so that he had a way to help her only daughter. That realization of impotence made his head less heavy, perhaps because he had accepted that the situation was outside his power, and for that same reason he began to cry as well. "I don't know," he repeated in a louder voice. "Oh Sofia, please don't think about that," the mother finally said. "How can we all not think about that," the father retorted. "It's true, but remember what the doctor told us." "No matter how hard I try, I-" "Please tell me. Talk to me." "I cannot be like you." "Like what?" "There is no other way how to take this." He looked at his wife's tired face. The bags under her eyes and her bloodshot eyes caused him to turn away. In that brief moment she knew what he was talking about. "I'm scared too. We are all scared." Sofia had stopped crying and kept staring at the wall in front of her. Her mind kept recapitulating the scene over and over again-unwillingly, like a reflex.
"When is this going to stop?" she said. "Please honey, try your hardest not to think about it too much." "I don't know how to do that. It hurts. Everything hurts." "We're going to seek all the help we can get and-" There was a long pause before the mother could finish. "-and whatever happens we will be there for you. You're never going to be alone."
The night maintained its darkness as they sat together. The hours went by and no one seemed to want to go and sleep. Every now and then someone would speak, but it was only to make sure they were still in this world. Sofia's eyes got heavier and heavier, and it would have been an impossibility to go to sleep with what have happened, but the physical and mental strain had just been too much that the body on its own decided to shut down. The night had been a blur to everyone, but nevertheless Sofia had understood one thing: nothing seemed to make sense.
Sofia woke up in that same place she had sat when they got home. Her mother and Father were still sitting next to her, sleeping. She looked around the house and saw that it wasn't so dark anymore. The wall in front of her was now decorated by shadows. She recognized the vertical lines that began in the middle of the wall and dropped to the floor. There was no need to turn around to know that a window was behind her and that the vertical lines on the wall were being emitted by the vertical blinds. She observed the familiarity of the shadows on the wall. She had sat there looking at the same thing many times before without realizing that even shadows had a purpose. The house was less strange. She knew she had been there before.
-Abel Santibanez Don't come round… but if you do… and see me dancing, through lace curtains, to rock 'n' roll singing Meat Loaf or Springsteen at the top of my lungs as the energy builds in the room, please go away. If I know you're there, I'll have to be quiet and sit still, and be a lady.
It's really better if you don't. I might be screwing your best friend or my best friend or someone whose name you know or someone whose name you don't.
If all you hear is the television, no, don't come in. I'll be lying on the couch, lost in potato land and I won't be the one you think I am, the one you know, the one you love. I'll be a piece of earth, lying fallow, waiting for spring, and new seeds.
If it's dark, I could be doing anything, and you take your life in your hands just standing in front of the door. I could be calling down the winds and the gods, and the light from the dark side of the moon, and you wouldn't want to know.
I might be asleep, with the bedside lamp shining on my closed face, eyeglasses on to see clearly in my dreams and the book somewhere in the bed, turned to the wrong page.
I could be dreaming, where you would never find me. I could be dead, or flying, or elsewhere, and if you moved my body I might never find my way home.
Or I might know you were coming, and be waiting for you at the door, while you were still walking down my street, This is such a terrible fairytale at bedtime tonight I wish to see a picture of me before this, sir.
Before your body of water drowned me Before your spermatozoon invaded me Before I was under your forest green I was sand I was a fugitive of lost bullets And a war that killed us all And a war that impoverished us all And a mess of ideologies that murdered all us I was inevitably cursed and oppressed I was unaccountable property to none in certainty I was injected with fury and determined to die I had neither expression nor opinion on life But I had dignity Even beasts have it Even angels have it Even you had it I had dignity I was reaching for the lock I had opened the door and I was out I was swimming through silt and gravel I was building walls in an unfounded desert Three, One after the other My body is cracking open Sand dune under three massive forests
